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one insect furnishes you with a share of poison to
destroy another. So that, in short, the question comes
all to this : whether is the nobler being of the two, that
which, by a lazy contemplation of four inches round,
by an overweening pride, feeding and engendering on
itself, turns all into venom, producing nothing at all
but flybane and a cobweb ; or that which, by a univer-
sal range, with long search, much study, true judg-
ment, and distinction of things, brings home honey
and wax."

When Swift was in Ireland in 1699, as chaplain and
secretary to Lord Berkeley, he was bored to death by
being compelled to read each evening to Lady Berke-
ley from a pious work entitled Boyle's Meditations.
" One night he substituted the following parody, which
completely deceived the good lady :

Meditation   on   a  Broomstick.

" The singlestick, which you now behold inglori-
ously lying in that neglected corner, I once knew in a
flourishing state in a forest: it was full of sap, full of
leaves, and full of boughs : but now, in vain does the
busy art of man pretend to vie with nature, by tieing
that withered bundle of twigs to its sapless trunk;
it is now, at best, but the reverse of what it was, a
tree turned upside down, the branches on the earth
and the root in the air; it is now handled by every
dirty wench, condemned to do her drudgery, and, by
a capricious kind of fate, destined to make other
things clean and be nasty itself; at length, worn to
the stumps in the service of the maids, it is either